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Mr. Benson’s third published volume 
of poetry. The long poem, "The Wanderer,” which begins this 
volume is a sequel to his “Twenty and After, which won the Jardine 
Memorial Award at the University of Toronto in 1926, when he was 
but twenty-two, and was published by the Ryerson Press in March, 
1927. “The Wanderer,” a romantic, autobiographical narrative, 
slightly over a thousand lines in length is a sincere attempt on the 
poet's part to delineate the experiences of his youth. His early 
dreams, loves, fears and emotions are clearly revealed and presented. 
He tells of his wanderings in the United States and the Dominion, of 
Canada’s Northland, of Winnipeg, the prairie provinces, Banff and 
f the Rockies. He describes vividly as an eye-witness Canada's 
Diamond Jubilee of Confederation at Ottawa in July 1927, when 
' Lindbergh's squadron visited the Capital, and the impressive cere- 
monies at the celebration of the Centenary of his alma mater, the 
University of Toronto, in October 1927. 

Another interesting feature of the poem is his graphic reference to 
various Canadian poets who have been his intimate friends, Charles 
G. D. Roberts, Bliss Carman, Wilson Macdonald and E. J. Pratt. 
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ODE FOR DOMINION DAY ^A/A 

Nathaniel A. Benson 

I 

When Cartier first saw Hochelaga’s height 
And on Mount Royal reared the fleur-de-lys, 

When dawn swept down the age-long savage night, 

Was Canada conceived in majesty. 

God, keep within us yet that dauntless flame 
Of old courageous days, 

When hearts were stout and hands were truly strong; 

Of those who from the valorous centuries came 
Still let us stride the ways, 

And tribulation never shall be long! 

O Canada, unveil for us the splendid past, 

That thy first glorious hours may sanctify these last. 

II 

That we might wear this present nationhood, 

Daulac drew sword, and sought Death to the end; 

For us Brock gave an English hero’s blood, 

And dark Tecumseh did our fields defend. 

Far on the veldt, and on the crimsoned Somme 
New generations proved 
The Empire free as their Canadian home. 

Now over many a field the stars are calm 
Where heroes sleep beloved, 

And there Remembrance shall for ever come. 

These are our heritage, and these our rightful pride; 

God grant that we may live as nobly as they died. 

III 

The hero’s deed, the lonely poet’s theme 
Enshrine a nation’s greatness — these we have, 

A strange magnificence of deed and dream 
That mocks the years and bums above the grave; 

England and France flow kindred in one vein, 

The dreaming Celt and Scot, 
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The Norseman all his sea-born valor brings, 

The magic melancholy of the Ukraine, — 

All these are subtly wrought 
In one vast anthem our Dominion sings: 

From ancient kingdoms’ hopes a People shall arise 
To write their steadfast faiths across the Western skies. 

IV 

We are a people marching down the ages, 

O’er golden seas, beyond the mountains’ crest; 

Our legacy of warriors, bards and sages 
Shall guide us still on truth’s and beauty’s quest. 

God, let our dreams be deep, our deeds be fair, 

And let our spirits be 

Imbued with all that was, that future time 
Shall see a new Dominion which will dare, 

For right and liberty, 

Attain new peaks and victories more sublime. 

My country, Canada, land of auspicious birth, 

Arise, and let thy youth inspire the lands of Earth! 




Tlie Wanderer 

By Nathaniel A. Benson 

* * * 

INVOCATION 

I 

N OT FOR the weak, submissive souls 

Life’s lightning leaps, doom’s thunder rolls. 
For dully, slowly comes the breath 
Of men whose love would dare not death, 

Who would not raise in ecstasy 
A desperate cup eternally 
And drink to life, that mistress stem 
Whose wonders fade, whose sorrows bum. 

II 

Count me the hearts that throbbed and dared, 
Looked on the world and never cared 
For exile and for loneliness 
To win one hour with loveliness. 

To grasp one diamond of delight 
Out of the thunder and the night — 

For these alone have fought and won 
Immortal triumph never done. 
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